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• TheTrageclieof 

King Thy paines Fitz.flial not be forgot. 

Right noble rs thy merit well I wot* 

Terete The graundconfpirator Abbot ofWeflminfter 
With clogge ofconlctence and fowre melancholic, 

Hath ycelded vp his body to the grau<: 

But here is Carlcil liuing.to abide 

Thy kingly doomc,and Centence of his pride. 

King Catleil,thisi$yourdoon)e, 

Choolc out fome lecrct place, feme reuerent rooms 
More then thou haft.and with it ioy thy life: 

So as thou hurt in peace.dic free from rtrife. 

For though mine entmic thou haft euer beene, v 
High fparks of honour in thee haue I feene. 

Sxton Great King,within this coffin Iprefcnt 
Thy buryed fcare : herein al breathleilc lies 

* The mighpeft of thy gteatert enemies, 

Richard of Rurdcaux.by me hither brought. 

King Exton I thanke thee no',for thou haft wrought 
* deede ol Haughter with thy fatal hand, 

J pon my head and al this famous land. 

Exton From your owne mouth my Lord did I this deed. 
ing T hey loue not po ifon that clo poilbn neede, 

Nor do I thee, though I did,wifli him dead, v 
1 hate the murtherer,l©ue him murthered: 

The guilt ofconfcicnce take thou for thy labour. 

But neither mv good word,nor princely fauour, 

With Caine go wander through theihade of night, 

And neuer fhew thy head by day nor light. 

Lord, I proteft my foule is fill ofwoe, 

Thatbloud fhould fprinckle roe to make mee grow: 
Come mournc with mec,for what I do lament) 

And put on fullein blacke incontinent, 
lie make a voyage to the holy land* 

To wafh this bloud off from my guilty hand, 

March fadly after,grace my mournings heerc. 

In weeping after this vntimely Bcere. 
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